A ladle and a tub of beer,
And snored, no phantom by his look*
So with a laugh at his own fear
He crawled into that pleasant nook.
'Night grows uneasy near the dawn
Till even I sleep light; but who
Has tired of his own company?
Wliat one of Maeve's nine brawling sons
Sick of his grave has wakened me?
But let him keep his grave for once
That I may find the sleep I have lost/
*WTiat care I if you sleep or wake?
But I'll have no man call me ghost**
*Say what you please, but from daybreak
I'll sleep another century/
'And I will talk before I sleep
And drink before I talk/
And he
Had dipped the wooden ladle deep
Into the sleeper's tub of beer
Had not the sleeper started up*
'Before you have dipped It in the beer
I dragged from Goban's mountain-top
I'll have assurance that you are able
To value beer; no half-legged fool
Shall dip his nose into my ladle
Merely for stumbling on this hole
In the bad hour before the dawn/